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SPECIAL  THANKS  TO 

Santa,  for  bringing  me  those  leather  booty  shorts  and  shiny  new 
Jessica  Rabbit  doll  I’ve  been  asking  for. 

COLOPHON 

The  Toike  Oike  is  produced  using  three  bitchin’  PCs  and  a Mac. 
Often,  they  will  engage  in  pretentious  arguments  over  who  has 
better  features  and  is  easier  to  use.  When  the  dust  settles,  the  result 
is  a veritable  “Odd  Couple”  of  cross-compatibility.  Sometimes,  it 
looks  retarded. 

WHAT  HO? 

The  Toike  Oike  is  the  name  of  a malevolant  spirit  from  the  Gold 
Coast  region  of  West  Africa.  When  accidents  and  disease,  afflict  an 
area  and  local  shamans  have  determined  that  the  Toike  Oike  is  to 
blame,  the  spirit  is  driven  into  the  sea  in  a ritual  that  begins  with 
four  weeks  of  total  silence,  followed  by  removing  all  furniture  from 
the  homes  involved.  The  interior  of  the  homes  are  then  beaten  with 
sticks,  and  loud  noises  are  created  by  shouting  and  gun  fire. 

DISCLAIMER 

The  radical,  ultra  right-wing  opinions  expressed  in  this  newspaper 
reflect  those  of  the  Engineering  Society  and  the  University  of 
! Toronto.  In  fact,  they  even  reflect  the  opinions  of  the  writers. 
NOT!  If  you  happen  to  find  any  of  the  material  within  these  pages 
offensive,  do  not  try  to  sue  us,  as  we  have  a crack  team  of  racially 
diverse  lawyers  ready  to  bring  tha  pain  and  give  out  mix  tapes. 
, Sucka  MC’s  ain’t  shit. 


SKfLE 


University  of  Toronto  Students’  Union 


F.DITORIAI, 


Bear  with  me  for  a minute.  I’m  feeling 
dramatic. 

Suddenly,  I burst  into  the  quad! 

The  sun  is  blinding,  and  I’m 
surrounded.  I hear  whispers,  and 
I know  they  are  asking  the  same 
questions  they've  always  asked.  This 
time  is  different;  I can  feel  the  malice 
like  tin  foil  in  my  cooter. 

"Hey  Guys." 

I say  coyly,  head  down,  drawing  a 
penis  in  the  new  snow  with  my  salt- 
stained  Hot  Paws.  Not  making  eye 
contact,  I mumble,  “ It’s  OK.  They 
don’t  call  me  the  worst  Toike  Editor 
since  September  for  nothing."  Some 
bastard  makes  a conciliatory  remark 
but  I don’t  hear  it.  Just  as  suddenly  as 
I had  arrived,  I was  gone! 

Okay,  that’s  it  for  my  poetic  bullshit.  My 
self-loathing  reaches  a pinnacle  each 
December  and  all  I want  to  do  is  hide 


in  the  Atrium,  play  Ocarina  of  Time, 
and  write  songs  about  the  hardships 
of  hustlin’.  Is  tins  a regression  to 
my  tween  self?  No.  The  silly  artsci 
side  of  me  becomes  especially 
outspoken  come  exam  season,  when 
the  overwhelming  urge  is  to  drop 
out  and  make  my  living  emulating 
Hank  Moody  of  Californication.  Now 
there’s  a writer  who  has  it  made.  He 
is  widely  published,  has  all  the  jailbait 
‘tang  he  can  handle,  and  used  to  be  a 
supernatural  detective.  Neato. 

Unfortunately,  I am  not  yet  an 
aging  novelist  with  a sex  addiction, 
although  it’s  certainly  something  to 
aspire  to.  Right  now,  exams  consume 
me  and  I’m  strangely  apathetic.  It’s 
almost  difficult  to  believe  I once  had 
academic  standards.  Blarglefish!  I 
don’t  even  have  the  energy  to  complain 
about  exams.  Stop  reading  now.  This 
paragraph  is  finished,  you  hear  me? 

To  properly  enjoy  this  issue,  I highly 
recommend  inhaling  deeply  and 


thinking  about  what  you  want  to  taste 
in  this  issue.  Allow  the  chilled  Toike 
to  slip  into  your  mouth  and  chew  on 
it  until  you  start  to  taste  the  flavours. 
It’s  a time  tested  harmony  of  anger, 
racism,  algebra,  and  distaste  for  other 
publications.  Finally,  let  it  slip  down 
your  throat  - you're  no  stranger  to  the 
feeling. 

One  last  note:  I went  a whole  issue 
without  making  one  black  engineers 
joke!  Sorry,  NSBE.  I’ll  make  it  up  to 
you  in  January. 

Amanda  Bell 
Predator-in-Briefs 


HHM1ES  HD  MB  ISDIUDIB 


Dear  Editor, 

Why  does  Santa's  last 
name  mean  "short  series 
of  words?" 

Robbie  Q.  Airbuss 

Dear  Robbie, 

The  answer?  Because  a short 
series  of  words  is  all  your  mother 
managed  to  get  out  once  Santa  was 
inside  of  her. 

Sexually. 

Ed. 

Dear  Editor, 

How  can  I tell  if  I've 
been  a good  boy?  I asked 
your  mom  last  night  and 
she  just  said  "harder, 
faster ! " 

Portland  K. 

Portland. 

Ok,  I deserved  that.  But  so  did  she. 
Amanda 


Amanda, 

When  are  you  going  to 
come  home?  Not  that  it's 
urgent,  but  I've  got 
some  concerns  about  the 
meerkats  and  bicycles 
you've  had  delivered  to 
our  address.  I'm  trying 
to  keep  them  hidden  until 
you  get  here,  but  Mom  has 
been  asking  about  the 
urine  smell  coming  from 
the  basement. 

Your  brother, 

Gid. 

Hey  Giddo, 

Be  patient.  You  just  don 't  understand 
how  we  do  things  in  the  BIG  CITY. 
Get  out  of  your  backwater  mentality, 
and  when  I come  home  I'll  show 
you  how  we  celebrate  the  holidays 
in  T-dot.  Don’t  unwrap  your  gift 
until  I get  home,  okay?  I want  to  see 
your  face  when  you  open  it. 

Amanda 

PS.  You've  had  your  tetanus  shot, 
right? 


Dear  Toike  Editor, 

Stop  with  the  bicycles, 
please.  We've  been  quiet 
until  now,  but  we're  tired 
of  covering  for  you.  It's 
not  a normal  fetish,  and 
we'd  appreciate  it  if 
you'd  stop  leaving  your 
Schwinn  in  EngCom.  It 
smells  like  shame. 

Love, 

The  Toike  Staff 
Hey  Toike  Staff, 

I love  you  guys. 

Ed. 

PS.  Leave  my  bike  alone.  You  don  ’/ 
know  where  it’s  been.  YOU  DON'T 
KNOW  WHERE  IT'S  BEEN. 


It’s  the  last  issue  of  the  term,  and  there’s 
nothing  you  can  do  about  it.  Where’s  you 
Santa  now,  huh?  WHERE  IS  HE  NOW? 


Next  Content  Meeting:  Join  the  mailing  list,  sucka! 

Refreshments  will  be  provided  for  participation  and  good  ideas 
so  come  prepared! 

Questions?  Letters?  Fleshlight  Discounts?  Email  toike@skule.ca 
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NEWS  BRIEFS 


Zimbabwe  Moves  to  New 
Currency  Notation 

HARARE  (Toike  Oike)  - In  a move  to 
deal  with  the  hilarious  (to  us)  levels 
of  inflation  in  Zimbabwe,  the  central 
bank  has  declared  that  the  country  is 
moving  to  a scientific  notation  system 
for  its  currency.  The  value  of  a bill  is 
now  the  power  of  ten  of  the  number 
printed.  For  example,  the  old  five- 
dollar  bill  is  now  a ten-thousand-dollar 
bill.  This  move  brings  the  amount 
of  currency  in  Zimbabwe  above  the 
number  of  subatomic  particles  in  the 
known  universe.  It  does  nothing  to 
solve  the  problem. 


Merry  Christmas,  you  filthy 
Italians 


The  holidays  are  finally  upon  us  and  it 
is  during  these  times  that  we  remember 
that  Italians  are  all  subhuman.  Yes, 
winter  is  finally  here  and  though  the 
grass  may  not  be  visible,  Italians  are 
still  worthless.  From  the  snow  on  the 
ground,  the  lights  strung  from  trees, 
or  the  odour  of  Axe,  it  is  evident 
that  Christmas  is  near  and  Italians 
continue  to  slow  down  humanity's 
progress.  I fondly  remember  my  first 
holiday  spent  with  Italians;  it  was 
on  a magical  Christmas  Eve,  driving 
home  with  my  parents,  eager  to  open 
my  presents  when  we  were  cut  off 
by  a swearing  WOP  in  his  riced-out 
Civic.  I still  remember  getting  a Super 
Nintendo  and  being  on  the  receiving 
end  of  his  simian  grunts  to  this  very 
day.  But  the  holidays  aren’t  entirely 
about  celebration;  they’re  also  a time 
for  family  and  remembering  those  that 
are  no  longer  with  us.  For  example,  my 
great-grandfather  who  was  killed  in 
WWII,  in  which  the  cowardly  Italians 
lost.  Italians  also  dive  when  they  play 
soccer.  Merry  Christmas! 


"Meh"  Now  in  Dictionary 


NEW  YORK  - Harper  Collins  recently 
announced  that  the  word  ‘meh’  will  be 
included  in  the  2009  Collins  English 
Dictionary.  They  define  “meh”  as 
an  expression  of  indifference  or 
boredom,  or  an  adjective  meaning 
mediocre  or  boring.  Usage  includes  “I 
feel  a bit  meh  about  the  whole  thing" 
and  “The  Canadian  election  was  so 
meh.”  Whatever. 

Barack  Obama  Returns  to 
Home  Planet 

CHICAGO,  IL  - Upon  completion  of 
his  cosmic  mission,  Barack  Obama 
returned  to  his  home  planet  earlier 
later  today.  At  a surprise  press 
conference  on  Capitol  Hill,  Obama 
addressed  the  nation  as  "finally  ready 
for  its  destiny.”  Staring  dreamily  into 
the  cameras,  Obama  alleged  that  "[his] 
work  here  is  done.  It  is  time  to  return 
home,”  and  slowly  disintegrated  into 
thin  air  with  a knowing  wink  and 
tilt  of  his  head.  When  pressed  for 
comment,  Vice-President-Elect  Joe 
Biden  simply  smiled  coyly  and  walked 
off  into  the  setting  sun,  never  to  be 
seen  again.  He  did  reportedly  whisper 
“Yes  you  can,  America”  into  the  wind 
before  disappearing  forever.  In  the 
absence  of  Obama  and  Biden,  GOP 
presidential  candidate  John  McCain 
will  assume  presidential  duties  for  the 
next  four  years. 


How  to  Decorate  your  Home  this  Christmas 


It’s  that  special  time  of  year  again,  and 
most  of  you  are  probably  planning  how 
to  decorate  your  house  for  that  festive 
season.  The  easiest  way  to  decide  on 
your  decorating  style  is  to  just  stick  to 
your  roots,  and  follow  the  ways  of  your 
race,  religion,  or  in  some  cases,  lifestyle. 
Here’s  a list  to  help  you  get  the  creative 
juices  flowing: 

Jews: 

Don't  even  think  about  putting  lights 
up.  Nothing  displays  your  un-festive 
disdain  for  your  goyish  neighbours  like 
a completely  dark  home  on  a street  full 
of  blindingly  bright  Christmas  lights  and 
plastic  elves.  In  fact,  go  one  step  further, 
and  do  your  best  to  sabotage  your 
neighbour’s  displays.  Small  measures 
go  a long  way  - cut  the  fuses  on  the 
block,  or  take  an  axe  to  the  obnoxiously 
large  pine  tree  out  front.  Think  about 
rearranging  the  wicker  reindeer  to 
suggest  that  Santa  gets  a little  lonely  on 
those  long  winter  nights. 

Hindus: 

Easy  does  it,  browntown.  Do  you  want 
the  whole  sheet  to  know  how  many  gods 


you've  got  in  your  foyer?  You've  kept 
a low  profile  so  far  and  you  don't  want 
to  screw  it  up  by  having  a dark  house 
on  Christmas.  Don’t  worry.  You  won't 
have  to  spend  a lot  of  your  precious 
money.  Just  throw  an  elf  or  two  in 
among  the  elephant  statues  in  the  garden 
and  put  up  some  quiet,  unobtrusive  white 
lights  above  your  door.  For  an  added 
touch,  put  a Santa  hat  on  a few  of  the 
scarier  looking  gods,  and  you’re  good 
to  go.  Oh,  and  you  might  want  to  park 
that  beige  Toyota  Corolla  in  your  garage. 
That’s  not  for  the  Holidays  or  anything; 
it’s  just  an  ugly  car. 

Asians: 

You  drive  the  fanciest  cars  and  have  the 
most  technologically  advanced  electronic 
gadgets,  in  your  neighbourhood,  and 
Christmas  is  the  perfect  time  to  reinforce 
your  superiority  on  the  block.  Every 
straight  edge  should  be  covered  with 
strings  of  the  latest  in  audio-sensory- 
Christmas-ultra-lights  from  Japan,  and 
synched  up  to  hair  metal  carols. 

Italians: 

The  outside  of  the  house  is  a fine  place 


Some  Logistical  Issues 


to  show  off  the  size  of  your  penis  with 
displays  of  lights  and  whatnot,  but 
don’t  spend  too  much  time  out  there 
because  what  do  you  care  what  all  those 
mangiacakes  on  your  street  think?  The 
real  thing  you  have  to  worry  about  is 
the  inside  of  the  hopSte.  When  your 
comarc  (godmother)  Maria  and  compare 
(godfather)  Domenico  come  to  visit,  you 
need  to  have  a massive  Nativity  scene 
that  takes  up  your  entire  dining  room 
table,  a secondary  Nativity  scene  that 
takes  up  your  living  room  coffee  table, 
and  a gigantic  Christmas  tree  with  retina- 
burning  bright  lights  and  more  presents 
under  the  tree  than  at  a super  sweet  1 6 
birthday  party  to  boast  about.  Don’t 
worry  about  taking  up  that  space  that 
was  meant  to  host  guests,  because  those 
plastic-covered  couches  and  chairs  won’t 
be  sat  on  at  least  while  you're  still  alive. 

White  people: 

Work?  That’s  for  those  dirty  immigrants 
to  do!  Hire  a few  Mexicans  to  do  it,  and 
it’ll  be  done  before  you  know  it.  Don’t 
forget  to  practice  those  few  Spanish 
words  you  learned  when  you  were  in 
Cabo. 


Mexicans: 

Don’t  go  buy  anything  this  year.  ese. 

Just  steal  stuff  from  those  pinche  gringos 
whose  houses  you’re  hired  to  decorate 
and  bring  it  home  to  put  on  your  house. 
Also,  maracaS  and  sombreros. 

Pimps: 

Every  single,  motherfiickiri  day  y'all 
gots  to  hustle  and  then  y'all  gots  to  come 
home  to  this  shit?  Yo’  bitch-assed  hoe 
and  her  li'l  bastard  kids  want  y’all  to 
climb  ya  ass  up  on  'da  roof  and  put  up 
some  fucking  lights?  Fuck  that,  motha’ 
fucka’.  Y'all  ain’t  doin' shit.  Them  li’l 
fuckas  ain’t  even  yours.  Get  sorania  yo’ 
wenches  to  do  it,  then  gets  'em  to  kiss 
ya’  fuckin'  rings,  bitches.  Now  let’s 
bounce  (Cue  “If  I can’t''  by  50  Cent). 

- Amanda  Bell  and  Peter  Raimondo 


Premature  Retractulations 


Dear  Timmy, 


sign  that  progress  still  needs  to  be  made. 


Thank  you  very  much  for 
the  nice  letter  you  sent  this  year.  I hope 
you’re  getting  as  excited  for  Christmas  as 
I am.  I do,  however,  regret  to  inform  you 
of  some  issues  that  came  up  with  regards 
to  your  requests. 

First,  I won’t  be  able  to  bring 
you  the  iPhone  you  asked  for.  It’s  not 
that  we’ve  run  out  of  stock  or  anything, 
it’s  just  that  you  live  in  a very  tough 
neighbourhood.  I hope  I'm  not  sounding 
like  I’m  being  prejudiced  or  anything 
like  that,  it’s  just-  the  odds  of  you 
keeping  the  iPhone  for  more  than  a week 
are  quite  slim.  I’ve  seen  kids  in  the  past 
cry  their  little  eyes  out  after  someone 
stole  their  new  Xbox  or  Internets. 

Then  there’s  also  my  own 
safety  to  consider.  It’s  a rather  colourful 
area  where  you  live.  It  would  be  foolish 
for  me  to  be  gallivanting  around  your 
neighbourhood  in  my  nice  fully-equipped 
sleigh  packed  to  the  brim  with  expensive 
toys  for  all  the  good  little  boys  and  girls. 
I’ve  seen  “Menace  II  Society,”  I know 
what  goes  on. 

Sadly,  the  iPhone  isn’t  the 
only  thing  1 can’t  deliver.  I wish  I were 
able  to  give  you  everything  you  asked 
for,  but  it  just  won’t  be  feasible.  The  fact 
is  that  no  one  has  the  cure  for  cancer.  I 
promise  I’m  not  holding  out  on  you,  Tim. 
I really  don’t  have  any  way  to  go  about 
raising  your  white  cell  count.  I had  some 
of  the  elves  participate  in  clinical  trials 
but  their  exhausted  withered  bodies  are  a 


Finally,  and  this  is  the  hardest 
thing  to  say  of  them  all:  I can’t  bring 
your  mother  back.  You  just  need  to 
understand,  Timmy,  that  sometimes 
when  someone  you  love  is  taken  from 
you  so  tragically,  the  only  way  to  get  her 
back  is  to  pay  the  ransom  and  follow  the 
instructions  you  are  given.  You  can’t  just 
ask  me  to  let  her  go.  That’s  not  how  I do 
business. 

I don’t  want  to  be  the  bad 
guy  here,  Timmy,  but  it’s  just  business. 
Production  costs  have  skyrocketed  and 
we  need  to  recover  some  of  our  losses. 

If  you  would  like  to  have  a Merry 
Christmas,  meet  me  in  the  park  on 
Friday  with  the  money  and  maybe  some 
cookies,  and  we’ll  make  some  magic 
happen.  You  just  need  to  believe.  Just 
like  I believe  I don’t  need  to  tell  you 
that  I want  small,  unmarked  and  non- 
sequential bills  in  a discreet  bag. 

If  you  do  your  part  this  will 
be  the  happiest  Christmas  ever!  1 know 
your  mom  is  really  counting  on  you.  She 
needs  to,  because  she  can’t  count  on  her 
fingers  anymore.  She  only  has  nine  (see 
enclosed). 

See  you  at  the  drop! 

Merry  Christmas 

Kringle 

-Aaron  Peever 


What  are  you  doing  this  XXXMas? 


Forget  the  Kama  Sutra.  This  holiday  season  offers  you  and  your  lover 
a world  of  possibilities  when  it  comes  to  new,  festive  sex  positions. 
When  you  finally  get  some  action,  try  out; 


Winter  Wonderland 

Frosted  Snowman 

Spiced  Eggnog 

Figgy  Pudding 

Two  Eyes  made  out  of  “Coal” 

Santa’s  Little  Helper 

The  01’  Fir  Tree 

Unwrapping  the  Present 

The  Charlie  Brown  Christmas 

Special 

Roasted  Chestnuts 
All  day  Box  Blowout 
The  3 Wisemen 
Jingle  Balls 
Little  Drummer  Boy 
Lowing  Cow 
Swaddling  Babe 
Down  the  Chimney 
The  Stocking  Stuffer 
Milk  and  Cookies 
The  Little  Matchstick  Girl 


We  apologize  for  the  content  of  this  issue,  and 
particularly  to  the  following  parties: 

Gay  people,  for  belittling  your  lifestyle  choice. 

Jews,  for  not  printing  as  many  articles  about  you  as  you  were 
hoping. 

The  country  of  Kuwait  - they  know  why. 

Sean  the  CGA,  for  besmirching  his  veiy  fine  profession. 

Israel,  for  not  having  a right  to  exist.  Praise  Allah!  ‘ululating* 
*AK  shots* 

The  people  of  Islam  - sorry  for  apologizing  to  Israel.  *ululating* 

The  Cannon  - for  stealing  their  column  ideas  and  enlisting  more 
attractive  and  qualified  lesbians  as  writers. 
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EngSci  Gift  Guide 


We  all  know  Engscis  are  hard  to 
buy  for.  They  don’t  need  software, 
because  they  can  just  torrent  it.  They 
don't  need  study  aids  because  they’ve 
already  asked  300,000  questions 
in  class.  They  don’t  need  a new 
calculator  because  they  should  either 
know  how  to  do  all  calculations  in 
their  head  already  or  be  prepared  to 
fail.  So,  what  do  you  buy  for  them? 
Here’s  a list  of  tried  and  true  presents 
that  are  chock-full  of  awesomesauce 
and  lollersk8ts  and  win,  and  anti-fail, 
and  whatever  else  those  crazy  engscis 
are  probably  jonesin’  for  nowadays: 

Protractor:  This  is  at  the 
top  of  any  eng  sci’s  list.  Have 
you  ever  noticed  how  each  and 
every  protractor  you  own  seems 
to  disappear?  It’s  absolutely 
unavoidable.  I swear  - my  fucking 
protractor  is  gone  literally  the 
day  after  I get  one.  Trust  me:  the 
protractor  is  a sure  fire  way  to 
impress  your  engsci  friends. 

RAM:  Can  you  ever  have  too  much 
RAM?  The  answer  is  no.  Get  that 
hard-to-buy-for  Engsci  on  your  list 
some  more  RAM  (Random  Access 


Memory).  One  guy  I know  already 
has  3 Terabytes  of  RAM  and  still  has 
it  at  the  top  of  his  list.  I don't  get  it, 
but  it’s  a can’t -fail. 

Set  Square:  Well,  they  have  to  get 
it  anyways,  and  you  know  they  can't 
have  a job,  so  do  them  a solid  and 
give  them  this  geometric  and  phallic 
shape.  Even  if  they  have  one  already, 
its  worth  1 GB  of  RAM  on  the  Eng  Sci 
Christmas  gift  scale 

Deodorant:  Does  this  really 
need  an  explanation?  I know  they 
probably  won’t  use  it  anyway,  but 
they  can  just  regift  it  to  one  of  their 
ECE  friends  who  will  regift  it  to 
another  Engsci  who  will  regift  it  to 
another  ECE  and  so  on  creating  an 
infinite  loop.  Figure  out  a way  to 
track  the  people  that  it  goes  to,  and 
it  could  definitely  amuse  you  for  at 
least  a little  while. 

Pet  Monkey:  Everyone  wants  a 
fucking  monkey.  Let's  be  serious. 

If  anyone  you  know  doesn’t  want 
a monkey,  immediately  cease  any 
contact  with  them.  Believe  me,  you 
don’t  need  them. 


Vagina:  most  people  don’t  have 
access  to  an  excess  of  vagina,  but  if 
you’re  swimming  in  it  like  the  Toike 
writers  are,  why  don’t  you  donate 
one  to  the  Toike  EngSci  Vagina  Drive 
(TEVD). 

The  Touch  of  a Woman:  Let  them 
figure  out  how  close  it  actually  is 
using  delta  epsilon.  It'll  turn  him  on. 

I Guarantee  it.  (I  said  him  because 
the  Engsci  you  know  is  either  a guy  or 
a girl  that's  going  to  switch  out.) 

Gtft  Certificate  to  New  Ho  or 
Kom  Jug:  It’s  3:45am  and  that 
special  Engsci  you  know  is  in  Bahen 
working  on  that  Praxis  assignment 
that  he  couldn’t  start  working  on 
until  the  night  before  it  was  due 
because  he  was  working  on  the  other 
two  Praxis  assignments  that  were  due 
that  morning.  What  does  he  want 
in  and  around  his  mouth?  Shitty 
Chinese  food.  If  you  can  actually  get 
gift  certificates  for  either  of  those  two 
restaurants,  your  Engsci  will  love  you 
long  time. 

Some  Cat  5 Cable:  Wireless 
internet?  Pshh...  how  the  hell  do 


you  expect  your  Engsci  to  play 
(insert  popular  internet  multiplayer 
computer  game  here)  without  lagging 
and  looking  like  a noob?  Therefore, 
buy  that  cute  little  sonamabitch 
some  Cats  and  make  his  Christmas  a 
memorable  one. 

Application  to  change 
disciplines:  He’ll  need  one.  Save 
him  the  trouble. 

Hentai  (anime  j)om):  If  you 
haven’t  jerked  it  to  a Simpsons 
character,  you  haven't  officially 
jerked  it.  (If  your  particular  Engsci 
doesn’t  think  Marge,  Lisa  or  Maggie 
is  hot,  just  search  for  a bit  on  the 
internet  and  you'll  find  some  cartoon 
character  hell  find  sexy.) 

Condoms:  Haha!  Just  kidding. 

-Peter  Raimondo 


THE  TOIKE 
CHRISTMAS  ALBUM 


With  all  your  favourites: 

A Chacarron  ChrisUnas  - El  Chombo 
Surprise  Sex  is  my  Gift  to  You  - The 
Penitentiary  Crew 
Straight  outta  ChrisUnas  - E.N.W.A. 
Fuck  the  Coldlce  - E.N.W.A. 

All  I want  for  Christmas  (Is  to  lose  my 
virginity)  - NT  1T2 

Bitch,  it’s  Cold  Outside  (Make  me  some 
H.C.)  - Busta  Rhymes  feat.  Dr.  Dre 
Where  ma’  Hos  at-  M.C.  Kringle 
Dreidel  Gelt  Rock-  Rappin’  Rabbi 
Rabinowitz 

Pass  that  Kwanza  Kwack  Pipe  - 
E.N.W.A. 

I Saw  Mommy  Licking  Santa’s  Balls  - 
That  Terrified  Little  Child 
Jingle  The  Red-Nosed  Silent  Drummer 
Tree  - Girl  Talk 


Have  you  received  an  unwanted 
gift  for  the  holidays  but  have  no 
idea  what  to  do  about  it?  This  flow 
chart  is  designed  to  maximize 
your  personal  amusement  and 
satisfaction  through  the  process  of 
re-gifting.  Follow  the  diagram  to 
discover  the  best  course  of  action  for 
the  gift  in  question.  Depending  on 
the  bubbles  marked  A through  I,  you 
should  re-gift  your  crappy  present  to 
a friend  who: 

A:  Has  a very  poor  memory  and 
tends  to  project  his  or  her  tastes 
onto  others. 

B:  Has  several  young  male  children 
and  is  incapable  of  controlling  them. 

C:  Is  homeless.  Of  course  you  don’t 
remember  his  name.  All  your  empty 
talk  about  philanthropy  and  social 
justice  hasn’t  landed  so  much  as  a 
Timbit  in  his  empty  coffee  cup— but 
you  know  who  I mean. 

D:  Has  highly  refined  tastes  and  is 
very  difficult  to  buy  for. 

E:  Will  naively  say,  “It’s  the  thought 
that  counts,”  and  accept  your  crappy 
gift. 

F:  Is  likely  to  re-gift  your  gift. 

G:  Craves  food  and  is  concerned 
about  overeating,  especially  over  the 
holidays. 

H:  Once  was  your  friend,  but  has 
recently  become  someone  you  hate. 

I:  You  esteem  enough  not  to  classify 
under  A-H,  but  just  not  enough  to 
get  an  original  gift. 

- Steve  Mah 


Your  suds 
away  front  Suds 
since  9T6! 

Weekly  Events: 

Man  us.  Martini 


, II  IMJ 


Toonie  TUESDAY 

All-U-Can-Eat  Pastas 
Onen  Mike 
WEDNESDAY 

HOWUHCUT 
Ifrom  *tir  wstahei 

Thirsty 

THURSDAY 

ApreSuds 

FRIDAY 

(wialiirnd  rewards  7 ftpail 

Live  Music 
SATURDAY 

Free  Pools  Comedy 
SUNDAYS 

FMCUTIftGK  HQuTSH&COlYlfO'MOIS 

(available  >1  Tones] 

All  Day  Breakfast  and 
Canadian  Tire  Money  at  par 
ewery  weekend! 

Game  Room  with  plasma 
availatile  lor  groups 

FREE  WIRELESS  INTERNET 
PROVIDED  BY: 

( 1 iripurer  Systems  < nitre 


229  COLLEGE  STREET 
416/59-STEIN 
WWW.EIN-STEIN.CA 
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Mi  Mi  II  Mi  Mi  n Mi  Mi  Mi  Mi 


Dear  Santa, 

I would  like  some  respect.  I keep 
getting  shat  on  by  everyone. 
People  keep  saying  I was  a sucky 
Toike  Editor,  and  now  I'm  a sucky 
EngCom  Admin  and  in  general 
a sub-par  human  being.  WTF 
Santa?  I only  want  some  love.  I 
just  want  to  not  cry  in  the  bathtub 
alone  anymore. 

Love, 

PS  My  scarf  was  violated.  Please 
make  it  whole  and  innocent 
again. 


'■  tl'tcfi. 

God  I'm  .. 

m So  lonely 

Lc« 


Ff  n - 

it  ii 

MHilnriiT5!li^  _ 

Ss%£s?®** 


Dear  Santa, 

I am  8 years  old.  Some  of  my  little 
friends  say  there  is  no  Toike  Oike. 
Papa  says,  'If  you  hear  it  from 
Santa,  it's  so.'  Please  tell  me  the 
truth;  is  there  a Toike  Oike? 

Thomas  Parker 


Ml  fi  Mi  Mi  Mi  Mi  fi  Mi  Mi  Mi 


Dear  Santa, 

All  I want  for  Christmas  is  to 
fully  become  Seth  Rogan.  I 
mean  everyone  calls  me  Seth 
Rogan  anyway  and  this  way, 
I get  to  make  a porno  with 
Elizabeth  Banks.  Damn  she's 
hot,  I would  do  things  to  her  that 
are  only  legal  in  Columbia.  If 
you  can't  make  me  Seth  Rogan, 
just  give  me  Elizabeth  Banks. 
Mmmmmmmmmhhhhhhhhh. 

00000(3000 

Love, 

U*.  P&UctA 

P.S  can  you  give  me  a new 
eyebrow? 


Dear  Santa, 

Down  with  your  oppressive  sex 
negative  speech ! For  too  long  have 
I sat,  with  my  ovaries  burning  in 
indignation  while  you  degrade 
women!  This  year,  Santa,  I want 
some  equality.  I really  don't  give 
a shit  that  you  "be  pimp'n"  in 
that  red  fur-lined  coat  of  yours.  I 
wish  for  females  to  no  longer  feel 
degraded  at  the  behest  of  your 
patriarchal  oppression!  I want  you 
to  liberate  the  three  constantly 
mentioned  (and  defiled)  ”ho's" 
from  your  speech.  Comply  with 
my  request,  or  feel  the  unholy 
wrath  of  my  progesterone! 


Love, 


115  West  Ninety- 
Fifth  Street, 
Virgina,  USA 

V fcg'gP  frg'gP 


AH 


Dear  Santa, _s  my  tw0 
„„  I want  for  Chris q frQnt  teats... 
Vror.t  teats,  mV  . asking  the 

No  seriously-  1 response.  Where 
puberty  fairV J?utDs°7  My  chest  is  s 
=re  my  double  us-  reason  my 
that  the  omy  use  he 


are  my 

concave 


boyfriend  is  d3dn9  of  my  chest.  Fuck 

ittaTwa^t  so-e  implants- 

Love, 

NU 


Ml  Mi 


Please 


Dear  Santa 

e; 9ht  days9  ^ Sh * 
a,n't  no  Hannukah  and  this 
nnot<  expect  a //tHe  TnraC,e-  If 
Present  from  me  mid- yea°r 

Cov rf*"'--®® 

rj  PS  Inch 

wants  a ,re 


What  ?ear Sama 
gis  year  ^J0' .Christmas 

transforming  Meqll  'jf'raize, 
big,  awesome  BatrrfT?'  that 
those  missiles  e with  1 

thing/es,  and  that  h!heel'spike 
FS0  Lego  set  r h,U9e  Ferrari 
Probably  don't  mak»°W  theY 
these  anymore  b„fe  any  of 
a ^ workshop,'  righty7°U  ha™  J 

Poav“— 


Dear  Santa, 

For  Christmas,  I would  like  to 

bette^tthhan°I  understand  quantum 

them  less  than  no ^ there  s an 

field  theory.  Ks  as  no  y ents  me 
uncertainty  Pf|nc'P  their  motives  and 

from  comprehending  heir-mo^ 

actions  simultaneous  y.  DerpoSition 

their  thoughts  are  n yuPerPr  x do 

Something  stupich  It's  as i tt»ughl xan't 

^^^""SP°nSib,e 

for  how  they  g^n  mass. 

Help  me  out  of  this  dark  state, 


ri  fi  fi  ii 

i Ml  Ml  Ml  Ml  Mi  Ml  Ml  Ml  Ml  Ml  * ■ 


Ptfci 


Dear  Santa, 

Could  you  please  bring  me  a 
menorah  for  Christmas?  Yes,  I'm  : 
not  technically  a Christian,  but  you 
fly  over  my  house  every  year  and 
let  your  reindeer  poop  on  my  lawn, 
and  a menorah  would  mean  so 
| much  to  me.  I should  also  mention 
| that  while  you're  probably  just  in 
| the  holiday  spirit,  I don't  appreciate 
it  when  you  decorate  the  pine  tree 
in  my  front  yard.  Barring  that, 
could  you  at  least  not  put  a festive 
crucifix  in  my  window? 

Merry  Xmas,  Santa. 

sS'Sl 
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A:  Galilean  Thermometer  - $63.99 

For  the  man  who  has  everything  but  a Galilean 
Thermometer. 

Item  Code:  52257-420 

B:  Bowflex  2000XSomething  - $3999.99 

Spend  a week  learning  to  use  this,  use  it  twice, 
then  use  it  to  hang  laundry. 

Item  Code:  87901  -1  20 

C:  Passing  Grades  - N/A 

Keep  Dreaming. 

Item  Code:  12578-314 

D:  Solenoid  Cock  Ring  - $45.99 

Winner  of  Adult  item  of  the  year.  Turn  your  cock 
into  an  electromagnet  and  attract  yourself  some 
pussy.  Not  responsible  for  electrocution,  wiped 
hard  drives,  and  appliance  malfunctions. 

Item  Code:  69692-690 


E:  SALE  - Ramen  Pack  of  30,000  - $35.99 
$29.99 

Perfect  for  the  student  on  your  wishlist.  Feed  a 
small  city  or  start  another  salt  war  in  India. 

Item  Code:  52765-263 

F:  Level  60  Huntress  - $1799.99 

Finally,  a woman  who  understands  you.  Stare  at 
her  backside  while  you  grind  the  remaining  10 
levels. 

Item  Code:  32345-227 

G:  Flrosh  Condoms  - $5.99  (10-pack) 

They  fail  only  40%  of  the  time!  Magnum  size 
available  only  to  members  of  the  faculty  and 
must  be  purchased  before  exam  period. 

Item  Code:  90210-430 
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A diC do  fit  for  every 
occasion... 


FIST  OF  NAYLOR  - $67.99 

Show  those  student  unions  who’s 
boss  and  do  it  with  a iron  fist. 

Over  40,000  uses! 
Item  Code:  83459-250 


HALF-LIFE  DILDO  - $79.99 

Bring  down  Black  Mesa  and  pry  open 
vaginas  with  this  crowbar  dildo.  Minimum 
specs:  i.2GHz  powered  PC  with  256MB 
RAM,  Win  98/ME/2000/XP  and  a 
DirectX  7 compatible  graphics  card. 

Item  Code:  23  1 84-225 


MASTERCHIEF  DILDO  - $39.95 

Now  available  with  Rumble  Pak 
and  online  multi-player  mode. 
Not  recommended  for  nOObs. 
Item  Code:  1 2382-483 


CAPITALIST  DILDO  - $129.99 

Fuck  the  proletariat.  $30  Rebate 
when  you  sue  your  partner  for 
any  STDs  you  acquire. 

Item  Code:  21  389-237 
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Exploiting  The  Youth  Of  Today 

Hello  and  welcome  to  what  may  or  may  not  be  a regular  feature  in  the  Toikes  of  the  future.  Each  month  we  will  go  through  a different  method  of  scamming  those  damn  youngins  out  of  their 
parents'  money! 

This  month’s  focus  is  on  forming  a band,  probably  the  easiest  way  to  get  that  sweet,  sweet  green  from  those  hooligans.  You  don’t  need  talent,  you  don’t  need  practice,  and  you  don't  need  a 
vision.  Music  is  no  longer  about  originality,  it's  about  being  the  inferior  local  version  of  a popular  underground  artist  who  will  never  visit  your  town.  Just  because  Girl  Talk  won't  be  here  for 
another  a year  or  so  doesn't  mean  they  can’t  listen  to  The  Hood  Internet!  Here's  a list  of  some  genres,  but  don  t be  afraid  to  experiment! 

1 ) Shoegaze:  For  some  reason,  this  style  of  music  is  HUGE  among  the  hipster  crowd  despite  it  having  exactly  one  good  band  who  issued  one  good  album.  This  genre  is  probably  the 
easiest  to  fake  as  all  you  need  to  do  is  learn  a couple  of  chords,  crank  up  the  distortion  and  repeat  those  two  chords  over  and  over  again  while  your  "singer"  mumbles  unintelligibly  over  the 
noise.  Make  sure  you  stare  at  your  shoes  the  entire  time!!!!  Example  bands  include  My  Bloody  Valentine,  The  Jesus  and  Mary  Chain,  and  M83. 

2)  The  “musical  collective":  Get  your  100  best  friends  together,  and  assign  each  one  an  instrument:  you're  going  to  form  what  essentially  is  a serious  version  of  the  LGMB.  Nobody 
has  to  show  up  to  practice  if  they  don’t  want  to,  and  your  songs  will  feature  a veritable  Lazy  Susan  of  members.  You  can  even  have  duplicate  instruments,  so  go  a little  nuts  with  5 singers  and 
1 1 drummers!  Example  bands  include  The  World/Inferno  Friendship  Society,  Broken  Social  Scene  and  Bomb  The  Music  Industry! 

3)  The  DJ:  Go  to  piratebay.org.  Download  Ableton  Live.  Spend  about  five  minutes  familiarizing  yourself.  Mash  the  keyboard  and  have  the  program  automatically  turn  it  into  PhAT 
BeAtZ.  Profit.  Similar  artists  are  Justice,  MSTRKRFT,  and  Danger. 

4)  The  mashup  DJ:  See  above.  Add  in  a sample  of  an  "ironic"  gangsta  rap  song  (such  as  C.R.E.A.M.  by  Wu-Tang)  and  have  it  play  on  top  of  an  indie  cred  song  (such  as  Non- 
Alignment  Pact  by  Pere  Ubu).  Congratulations!  You’re  a lawsuit  waiting  to  happen!  Examples  include  Girl  Talk,  E-603,  and  The  Hood  Internet. 

5)  Experimental  noise  band:  This  is  a simple  one,  record  you  and  your  band  members  breaking  bottles  for  six  and  a half  minutes  for  your  first  hit.  For  the  next  single,  smash  some 
windows  for  about  3 minutes.  Follow  this  pattern  and  you're  sure  to  be  rich!  Similar  to  this  style:  Sonic  Youth,  Deerhoof,  and  Big  Black. 

Remember,  this  is  just  scratching  the  surface  of  what  teenage  losers  listen  to  nowadays.  With  any  luck  even  you  can  find  the  next  big  band  and  make  billions  of  dollars  by  imitating  them.  Just 
remember,  you're  doing  it  ironically. 

- Luca  Gerace 


How  to  Avoid  Studying:  Winter  Exam 
Guidelines 


Now  that  you’ve  begun  studying  for  exams, 
your  probably  realizing  you’re  not  as  smart 
as  you  thought  you  were.  What’s  more,  you’re 
also  fucked,  because  that’s  right,  there  are 
exams  a-plenty  just  around 
the  corner,  waiting  to  rape 
and  murder  you.  They’re 
evil,  stealthy  suckers. 

Here’s  a few  simple  ways 
to  defer  them! 

Get  Sick:  It’s  not  as  hard 
as  you  think!  All  you  have 
to  do  is  take  a hot  shower 
and  then  stick  your  head 
out  of  the  window  for 
about  20  minutes.  You’ll 
have  a raging  ear  infection 
in  no  time!  Can  you  say 
“exam  deferral”? 

Break  a Limb:  Ok... this  one  sounds  extreme, 
and  your  probably  thinking  “ how  can  I make 
sure  my  writing  hand  is  damaged  enough  to 
get  out  of  my  exam,  while  still  being  able  to 
maintain  my  health  enough  to  look  sexy  in 
all  my  Christmas  party  finery?”  The  answer 
is  simple:  break  a finger!  It’s  not  that  hard! 

All  you  need  is  a car  door  and  a good  friend  to 


slam  it  on  you.  Score. 

Fake  It:  Hmm,  so  maybe  you  have 
sensibilities  that  are  just  too  delicate  to 

allow  you  to  take  on  body 
breaking,  and  maybe 
you’re  just  not  the  type 
who’s  prone  to  ear 
infections.  That’s  ok; 

Here’s  your  solution. 

Just  go  to  a walk  in  clinic 
and  complain  of  enough 
random  symptoms  until 
the  doctor  diagnoses 
you  with  something  and 
gives  you  a note.  Stomach 
flu  can  never  be  proven 
(a  fact)  and  if  you’re  a 
woman,  all  the  better!  Put 
those  menstrual  pains  to 
good  use.  What’s  more, 
severe  constipation  can 
also  get  you  a good  doctor’s  note,  so  either 
avoid  fiber  for  a while,  or  fake  it  some  more! 

Remember:  Why  study  when  you  can  study 
later? 

-Heather  Gilroy  j 


Claddic  i&d 

This  is  a Micky  Mouse  exam  - It’s  so  easy  you  shouldn’t  study. 

I don’t  bell  marks  down. 

Jumping  in  the  elevator  will  get  you  to  your  floor  faster. 

Don’t  study  old  exam  questions,  study  the  principles  and  you’ll 
be  fine. 

There  will  only  be  4 questions  on  the  final. 

I don’t  want  to  fail  anyone. 

You  can’t  get  pregnant  under  water. 

All  you  need  to  do  to  get  90%  is  to  do  your  homework  and 
study. 

The  exam  is  challenging  but  there  will  be  a curve. 

Chapter  4 won’t  be  on  the  exam. 

She’ll  come  back  to  you  if  you  get  a tan. 

I won’t  test  on  midterm  material  again. 

Chapter  6 will  be  on  the  exam. 

The  “exam”  is  easier  if  you  don’t  clench. 

You  will  only  be  tested  on  sections  of  the  text  that  were 
covered  in  lecture. 


cr 


On  the  last  day  of  Christmas,  my  partner  gave  to  me... 

Twelve  eleven  Ten 

bummers  bumming,  wankers  wiping,  tubes  of  lube, 


Nine 

“ ladies  jMi"ancing, 


eight 

gays  a-milking, 


t>even 

dirty  wesleys 


1 4 five  vr/  \ 

shamed  Republicans  legal  w^dij/' 


Quatro 

g rings  penetatro, 


Three 

reach-arounds, 


Two 

catamites, 


•find  a... 

drag  queen  on 
Church  Street. 
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Congratulations! 

Our  winners  will  receive  ToibeWear  T-Shirts 
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CLASSIFIEDS 


LOST  & FOUND 


FOUND:  14  pairs  of  your  mother's 
panties.  She  keeps  leaving  them  in 
the  doghouse  after  she’s  finished  with 
Spark)’.  Sabrina  Mae,  Box  79. 


LOST:  Slightly  used,  derelict  pop 
machine.  Contact  D.L.  Pratt. 


LOST:  My  naughty  and  nice  list.  1 
swear  I’ll  kill  the  bastard  who  took  it. 
Santa  K. 


FOUND:  Old  Bat-Fone.  Direct  link  to 
CA,  will  electrocute  civilians  and  start 
fires  when  used.  Contact  RN. 


MERCH  FOR  SALE 


COINS.  No  longer  considered  legal 
tender  and  not  valid  at  Stein’s.  If 


interested,  please  retreive  from 
waitress’s  ass.  Find  Vanessa  D. 


ONE  OHIO  RTVERBOAT  - Available 
from  department  store  in  Chicago. 


PANETONNE.  I’ll  have  about  8 for 
sale  after  Christmas.  Call  Tony  from 
Woodbridge 


ASS-BURGERS.  For  display  only  - not 
to  be  consumed.  Peter,  519-6690 


SPLIT-LEVEL  HOUSE  with  with  nice, 
westerly  view  of  Russia,  and  built  in 
moose-proofing.  Call  S.  Palin. 


TICKLE-M E-YURI.  Like  new,  only 
$49-99.  and  only  50%  as  emo  as  last 
year’s  model.  Comes  with  miniature 
jacket  and  try-square.  Write  Kevin- 
Laaa,  Box  90. 


WANTED 


IMMIGRANT:  Authorities  are 

searching  for  a short  Mexican,  seen 
shooting  guns  around  Second  Cup 
on  the  night  of  the  31st.  Reponds  to 
Stefano. 


PRANK  to  beat  a Christmas  tree  hung 
upside  down  30  feet  in  the  air  this 
holiday  season.  We’re  looking  at  you, 
1T2S.  Love,  1T1 


THE  AUDIT.  Damnit,  you’re  forcing 
me  to  be  the  biggest  bitch  in  Skule(tm). 
Contact  Cyrene. 


BURLY  PROTECTOR  to  save  us  from 
Cyrene.  Good  god,  she's  terrifying. 
Please  find  us,  we're  hiding  on  the 
service  floor.  SG  and  W (not  our  real 
names) 


PERSONALS 


LOOKING  for  man  to  stuff  himself 
down  my  chimney  and  eat  my  cookies 
and  milk.  I’ve  been  a very  bad  boy. 
Erin  P.,  Penny  Blvd. 


ATRIUM  LOVER  - meet  at  3 AM 
on  any  weekday.  I will  be  behind  my 
laptop,  prepared  with  a long  extension 
cord.  Contact  bigmeg_99@skule.ca 


SEARCHING  for  Cannonball  date. 
Must  be  male,  not  in  ECE  or  EngSci, 
showers  4 times  daily,  and  is  hung  like 
a Galilean  Pendulum.  Call  Daryl. 


SERVICES 


FELLATIO  (sp?)  Will  pay  in  Skule 
points.  ECEs  need  not  apply.  Vee  P 
Lu. 


PROFESSIONAL  CATERING 

SERVICES.  Much  better  quality  than 
anything  coming  out  of  the  Hard  Hat 
Cafe.  Mario  the  Baker 


CLASSIFIED  WRITERS.  Will  fill  your 
white  space  with  our  selectively  funny 
crap!  Call  Enid  and  Frank. 


YORK  STUDENTS  need  meaning 
in  their  lives  and  are  offering  their 
services  to  you!  From  protective  detail 
to  portrait  art  with  your  hamsters  - we 
can  do  it  all.  Just  tell  us  what  to  do. 
We’re  so  bored. 


GAYTHUGDATING.COM 
Exactly  what  it  sounds  like!  Find 
misunderstood,  intimidating 

homosexuals  in  your  area  today. 
10%  for  U of  T students  and  Queen’s 
regects. 


Sex  103:  Written  by 
other  lesbians,  for 
straight  men 

Melissa  Fontaine  & Emily 
Spinoza 

Professional  Lesbians 

This  Week’s  Episode... 
Piloting  the  Fingers 

This  month,  instead  of  writing 
a new  column,  we  thought  we 
would  just  recycle  last  month’s, 
but  in  greater  detail.  Now  before 
we  begin,  you  need  to  understand 
something:  Men  are  like  dogs. 

All  they  want  to  do  is  stick  their 
penii  in  whatever  holes  they  come 
across.  When  they  aren’t  having 
sex,  they’re  thinking  about  it. 

Pigs. 

Women,  on  the  other  hand, 
are  like  giant  pandas.  Moving 
the  moon  closer  to  the  Earth  is 
several  steps  easier  than  getting 
them  to  mate.  You  can  take  years 
of  trying  everything  there  is 
without  having  any  success. 

So  this  month,  we  will  talk  all 
about  how  to  stimulate  her 
clitoris  with  your  fingers  and  why 
you  should  trim  your  fingernails. 
To  help  break  the  ice,  instead 
of  using  technical  terms  like 


‘vagina’,  ‘clitoris'  and  ‘soft  tissue 
trauma’,  we  will  mix  in  a few 
like  ‘cuntopolis’,  ‘the  old  cuntiy’, 
‘cuntipede’  and  ‘cuntgina’. 

Before  you  get  spelunking,  you 
need  to  prime  the  engine  to  make 
sure  she’s  engaged.  You  can  do 
lots  of  things,  like  rubbing  her 
legs  or  reading  her  romantic 
poetry,  but  nothing  gets  a girl 
going  more  than  taking  a shit  on 
her  chest.  See,  we  told  you  we 
were  just  recycling  last  month’s 
column. 

Now  that  you’ve  trimmed  your 
nails  - they  should  be  at  least  as 
blunt  as  your  intellect  - it’s  time 
to  stimulate  her  nervous  system. 
Her  vagina  is  heavily  shielded 
and  carries  a firepower  greater 
than  half  the  muscular  system. 

It’s  defenses  are  designed  around 
a direct,  large-scale  assault.  A 
small  one-hand  fighter  should 
be  able  to  penetrate  the  outer 
defense.  You  are  required  to 
maneuver  straight  down  the 
vaginal  trench  and  skim  the 
surface  to  this  point.  The  target 
area  is  only  two  millimetres  wide. 
It's  a small  clitoris,  right  below 
the  main  clitoris.  The  nerves 
here  lead  directly  to  the  orgasm 
lobe  of  the  brain.  A precise  hit 
will  start  a chain  reaction  which 
should  destroy  all  her  resistance. 
Only  a precise  hit  will  set  off  a 
chain  reaction.  The  shaft  is  penis- 
shielded,  so  you’ll  have  to  use 


finger  torpedoes. 

Another  great  way  to  stimulate 
her  is  the  “Scorpion”.  Start  off 
standing  with  her  facing  you 
(naked,  of  course).  Now  reach 
out  with  one  hand  and  grab  her 
stomach  right  above  her  belly 
button  and  pull  her  in,  while 
saying  “Get  over  here!"  in  your 
gruffest  voice.  Now,  with  your 
other  hand,  deliver  an  uppercut 
to  the  nether  regions.  Don't  pansy 
out  here.  This  can’t  be  a gentle 
nudge,  you  want  this  to  be  the 
Cuntcorde  to  Contopolis.  Also, 
don’t  forget  to  take  off  your  watch 
first. 

If  you  really  want  to  get  her 
cataclitically  aroused,  you  want 
to  take  up  playing  the  violin. 
Practice  for  at  least  an  hour  a day 
until  you  are  very  good  at  playing 
'Flight  of  the  Bumblebee’.  The 
hyper-rapid  finger  movements 
involved  here  are  the  perfect 
thing  to  induce  orgasm,  in  even 
the  toughest  of  cuntginas.  If  you 
are  a stupid  retard  and  play  the 
trombone,  just  hope  she  likes 
traumatic  fisting. 

We  hope  our  advice  has 
helped  you  come  closer  to  your 
girlfriend  / mistress  / concubine 
/ unconscious  roommate.  Stay 
tuned  next  month  for  our  column 
where  we’ll  talk  about  stimulating 
a woman's  genitals.  Again. 


Clitoris 


Urethral 
Office 


Skene’s  Ducts 


Cuntgina 


Clitoris  Minor 
(located  under 
the  main  clito- 
ris) 


Ursa  Major 


-What  the 
Hell? 


Cuntopolan 

tracts 
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YOU  DON'T  HAVt  TO. 
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A Bad  Pun, 
by  Navid  Nuurian 
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ARIES 

Don't  fight  the  turning  of 
the  seasons.  Time  marches 
on,  no  matter  how  many 
leaves  you  glue  back  onto 
the  trees. 


LIBRA 

They  say  that  time  heals  all 
wounds.  Try  to  keep  that 
in  mind  as  you  lie  clutch- 
ing your  midsection  in  that 
abandoned  warehouse  this 
week. 


TAURUS 

Don't  let  her  see  the  fear  in 
your  eyes.  Come  gametime, 
she'll  never  know  you  spent 
the  night  awake  eating 
Babybel  cheese  unless  you 
tell  her. 


<$> 

SCORPIO 

You  talk  a good  game,  but 
when  the  pressure's  on, 
you'll  fold  like  a cheap  tent, 
breaking  all  the  bones  in 
your  body  that  lack  the  ar- 
ticulation of  a cheap  tent's 
poles. 


GEMINI 

Sometimes  you  don't  know 
what  you  have  until  it's 
gone,  such  as  the  capacity 
to  reach  conclusions  not  first 
presented  to  you  through 
simple,  pithy  aphorisms. 


SAGITTARIUS 

You  will  not  find  coal  in  your 
stocking.  Coal  is  an  expen- 
sive resource  so  instead  you 
will  find  a dean,  cheap  bio- 
fuel. Be  grateful,  hippie. 


CANCER 

You'll  find  solace  this  week  in 
the  arms  of  an  old  friend- 
arms  you'll  pin  down  using 
a combination  of  brute  force 
and  the  unflinching  des- 
peration that  comes  from  a 
lifetime  of  loneliness. 


CAPRICORN 

Scientists  will  be  amazed 
when  new  quantum-radar 
technology  reveals  that 
most  of  the  dense,  fast-mov- 
ing, fist-sized  objects  in  the 
universe  are  headed  straight 
for  your  testicles. 


LEO 

Your  family's  never-ending 
cycle  of  domestic  violence 
will  come  full  circle  this  Fri- 
day when  you  beat  the  living 
shit  out  of  your  doddering 
great-grandfather. 


AQUARIUS 

Due  to  circumstances  be- 
yond our  control,  Aquarius 
will  have  to  repeat  February 
1992. 


VIRGO 

While  you've  often  won- 
dered what  it'd  be  like  to  at- 
tend your  own  funeral,  claw 
marks  on  the  inside  of  your 
coffin  will  soon  reveal  it  to 
be  a rather  terrifying  experi- 
ence. 


PISCES 

Remember,  people  like  you 
for  who  you  are:  An  incred- 
ibly insecure  person  willing 
to  do  almost  anything  for  ac- 
ceptance. 


VIDEO 


